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I held Kim by her slippery waist as I moved my rigid cock into her pussy while she groaned. We had been riding my jet ski and the sexual tension got high as the fighter pilot in her took over and she guided us through some wild maneuvers as she drove the jet ski like it was a fighter plane.  Excited, we stopped in a quiet cove, hopped off and got naked in the water, and well, things happened after she stroked my cock.

I moved into her as she faced me and began a fast thrusting rhythm as she held me tightly and moaned. I would be coming soon, into an Air Force officer and fellow airline pilot. I imagined that was against the rules in some manual somewhere, but a hard dick has no conscience as they say. 

My name is Dirk. Well, that’s not my real name. I’d never be able to have a normal life if I used my real name.  I was an airline pilot and single at the time of this encounter. I enjoyed being unencumbered and the benefits that came from that. I could travel the world as an international aircrew member and be with any woman I wanted without regret and have always enjoyed the freedom that came with that ability. 

While I love writing about my encounters, I always change enough of the information about the ladies so my writing could not possibly be traced back to them. Cities are changed, along with names, occupations, specific characteristics, branches of service for the military, etc. To do otherwise would not be gentlemanly. I do, however, mix in some of my local knowledge about locations. How did I get that information? Let your imagination be your guide.

I hope you enjoy this story.
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Meeting up with Kim

[image: ]


I had briefly met Kim a few weeks before at the flight deck door of an airliner as I was deadheading from Omaha back to Atlanta. She and I passed very closely, and we both felt a spark of interest, maybe more. She had pressed her boobs up against my chest as she passed by me, so I was very intrigued by her. We had traded phone numbers at the time of the encounter and then spent some time coordinating a time and place to meet. I was very interested in her, and it seemed she had the same curiosity.

It’s hard to date another pilot. Our schedules are complex, and this particular month-long schedule, which we call a bid, was not conducive to a meeting, even for a dinner date. I was on a schedule going back and forth to Europe on her days off, and she was on reserve or on-call duty on my days off. We tried to meet on one of her reserve days, but she got called out to fly. 

I thought of what I knew about her so far. She was tall, almost my height, attractive, with shoulder-length brown hair that I had seen in a ponytail thus far. She was slender and athletic looking and had the prettiest green eyes. I knew this from a very close look into them from a few inches away during our brief encounter. She was looking directly into mine as well. I had found out she was an Air Force veteran, like me. Unlike me, she was an officer and a pilot, flying the F-16 fighter. She seemed sassy and smart. I wondered what she would think when she found out I was a former Air Force enlisted guy. If we ever got a chance to meet, that is. I was looking forward to seeing her again, very much. I had that feeling that there would be a sexual encounter on the first date.

The new bid schedule came out, and we talked on the phone soon after. The scheduling gods had smiled upon us, and we both had a very unusual four-day break at the same time in the first week of the new bid. After discussion, we agreed to meet on the first of the four days off. I think we were both thinking that if things worked out, we would have several days to, you know ... hang out together. Or perhaps more.

We talked again a few days later and confirmed meeting up on a Tuesday. We talked about logistics because pilots are planners, and she said parking was awful around her apartment, so I should park at an outlying station, and take Atlanta’s excellent MARTA train system to her stop. Her apartment was only a few blocks from the station, and she said there were lots of eating places around her apartment within walking distance. That sounded fine to me, I usually took MARTA to work to avoid traffic hassles and was very familiar with the system.

I was flying a trip to Frankfurt and back just before our date, getting back the Monday afternoon the day prior to our meeting. If all went well, I would have a confirmed date with a tall, pretty girl the day after I got back. I left for Germany on Saturday afternoon with a spring in my step and a smile on my face. My Captain kept asking me why I was smiling.

I arrived back in Atlanta on time on Monday afternoon, which is a small miracle in itself. As soon as I turned my phone on, I saw that I had a text and a voicemail from Kim. I hoped it was not a cancellation, and I read the text carefully as we walked toward customs. It read:

“Dirk! I am getting back from a trip Monday early afternoon. If you get in on time, let’s meet tonight instead of waiting until tomorrow. Let me know! Kim.”

It was very good news and made good sense to me. I stopped very quickly and sent a reply:

“Tonight it is! Going through customs right now. Send me the time you want me to pick you up at the apartment.”

The entire crew was waiting for me impatiently. We had to go through customs as a group, and I was holding up the process. I said, “Sorry!” and we all resumed.

The Purser was walking next to me, and teased, “Coordinating a date, Dirk?”

“How did you know?” I smiled.

“Because you have an even bigger grin on your face than you have had this entire trip. Enjoy!”

My phone beeped as soon as we passed through customs. It was Kim:

“1900 at my place, please. Does that give you enough time?” 

The time was adequate for me to head back to my condo, clean up, and make the trip to her place. I sent back an acknowledgment and hurried to operations to stow my kit bag, sign out from the trip, and head home. My phone beeped again. She had sent a smiley face.

At the condo, I showered, shaved, and dressed in one of my nicest polo shirts, nice shorts with a belt, and my usual loafers with no socks. I hesitated for a moment, then sprinkled a little baby powder on my chest from a travel-sized bottle a nice lady had given me the month before, the same day I met Kim, as a matter of fact. Kim had commented that day we met on the scent of the baby powder that the nice lady had rubbed into my chest hair. I hoped it drove her wild.

I had no trouble finding the apartment and it was almost exactly 1900 when I knocked on the door. She opened it within a few seconds, and I was taken aback at how good she looked. Her brown hair was brushed out and down. I had not imagined her in anything but the ponytail. She was wearing a nice collared bright floral print blouse, tucked into very short white shorts, accentuating her long, tanned athletic legs. She wore just a minimum of eye makeup. She had nice white sandals on, as well as a gold necklace and a tennis bracelet. Her big pilot-style watch was on her left wrist, and she did not have any rings on her fingers that had conservatively cut nails with clear polish. 

We looked at each other for a moment, smiling. I said something dumb like, “We meet again!”

She laughed, and said, “You are the hardest person to get together with. I’m glad our schedules worked out. Come in!”

We went in and stood inside the door. She said, “I made up some margaritas out of a frozen mix, it’s in the blender. Would you like one before we head out?”

“That sounds great, Kim. Thanks.”

I followed her to the small kitchen and watched her work the blender, and then took the glass she offered. We each said, “Cheers!”

“To pilots on their days off!”

She smiled. “Agreed! Now let’s sit down and visit.”

We sat on the sofa, and she drew her long legs up, turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with her pretty green ones. I looked back. It took a moment for me to say something.

“I remember those eyes.”

She smiled in return. “Thanks, and I remember the scent of baby powder. Do you always wear it?”

I almost blushed. “No, I remembered you saying you liked the smell of it during our brief encounter in Omaha.”

“I’m flattered that you remembered that. I got a hell of a feeling about you when I squeezed by you that day. Ever since then, I’ve been wanting to see what that was about.”

“Me, too.”

She smiled again. “Tell me all about yourself, Dirk.”

“Well, I grew up in California. Typical suburban childhood. Dad was an engineer for IBM. After high school, I joined the Air Force and started out as a mechanic, then cross-trained to boom operator ...”

She interrupted me excitedly. “That is so cool! I wonder if you ever refueled me. Can I call you Boomer?”

“You may. I might have refueled you; I certainly have done my share of F-16s. You never know. I was on the KC-135, then went to the KC-10 in its infancy, then finished my career in Louisiana. I found out that my wearing glasses was not a restriction to getting hired any longer with the airlines, so I went to a big flight school here in Atlanta, got all my ratings, built hours doing flight instruction for a couple of years, then flew for a commuter airline, then a small major airline, then eventually got on here.” I paused. “Flying for this airline has been a dream of mine since I can remember.”

She shook her head. “Damn, Dirk. That is one hell of a career path. You guys with a civil background have to get a lot more flying hours to get looked at than us military guys. Where do you live, around here?”

“I have a condo up I-85 in Norcross that is my home of record, but I usually spend most of the summer on a houseboat on Lake Lanier.” 

She laughed. “Get out! That is so cool! Am I going to be able to see your boat?”

That made me smile. “That depends on how this first date goes. You may run away screaming.”

“I don’t think we are in any danger of that. We still have to figure out that mutual feeling.”

We were about finished with our drinks. She looked at her watch. “Shall we go to dinner, and I will tell you my life story on the way there? I’m hungry!”

We got up and went down to the main street. After a short discussion, she wanted to try an Ethiopian place nearby. We walked along, with her long legs making it easy to walk next to her. She filled me in on her history.

“I come from a Marine Corps family. Dad did 30 years and got out as a Master Gunnery Sergeant. I have two brothers, I’m the oldest. We traveled all over the world, and I was in probably 10 different schools. After high school, we were in San Diego. I applied for and got a full-ride ROTC scholarship at UC Berkeley.” She laughed. “Dad was pretty pissed at
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